BEARDSLEY   AND   BURNE-JONES
genius, like murder, will out—that Beardsley discovered
himself. Still, there is no denying that he owed a great
deal to John Lane, almost as much as Lane owed to him.
If there had been no Lane, there would have been no
Yellow Book., and if there had been no Yellow Book,
'the genius of Beardsley', as Osbert Burdett observes,
'would have missed its finest opportunity.'
Beardsley, as I say, discovered himself, though it took
the glamour of the Yellow Book and Lane's genius as a
metteur en scene completely to disengage him from the
mists that surrounded him. Beardsley was in no doubt
as to his own worth, as will be seen from these extracts
from a letter he wrote to a friend from the Lombard
Street Insurance Office where he was a clerk:
'I have just had a charming epistle, four pages, from
Burne-Jones. He advises two schools; first, Mr. Brown's
Academy at Westminster (impressionist), second, South
Kensington. . . . Two hours' daily work is quite suffi-
cient forme, so, as you suggest, I mean to attend night
classes.' Sir Edward Burne-Jones gives him some salu-
tary advice. *I should like', he says, 'to see your work
from time to time, at intervals, say, of three or six months.
I know you will not fear work, nor let disheartenment
languor you because the necessary discipline of the
school seems to lie so far away from your natural interest
and sympathy. You must learn the grammar of your
art, and its exercises are all the better for being rigidly
prosaic/ Then after an interval, how long it is impos-
sible to say, for the letter like its predecessor is undated,
he writes from 59 Charlwood Street, 'In Bed', to the
same friend, an epistle which is a sort of paean of triumph.
'Behold me,' he cries, 'the coming man, the rage of
artistic London, the admired of all schools, the besought
of publishers, the subject of articles! Last summer I
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